igO     OF THE MEEK AND THE MIGHTY
When I rang again at midday, Professor Einstein came to
the telephone himself, and I explained what I wanted.
People whose imagination and creative ability move
in the spheres of highest truths are in the habit of dethroning
the 'I', the idol of the average man, in their own souls. A
genius accustomed to thinking in terms of millions of 'light-
years', finds no place in his giant cosmos for a small human
ego.
So Albert Einstein replied modestly to the importunate
journalist, *I should like to give you a statement, but I've
no idea what to say.'
I suggested that he might simply convey a personal greeting
to Edison via the Herald, whereupon he dictated over the
telephone a message to the great inventor.
The German language has brought many a promising
philologist to an early grave and enveloped many others
in the gloom of spiritual night. Inspired by a youthful spirit
of enterprise, suffused with rosy hopes, many a one has
engaged upon the difficult task of tracking down the phrases
of a German sentence, those elusive creations which shimmer
and twist and turn far away and dimly in the distance. No
sooner would the optimistically inclined youth imagine
that he had spotted the end of the sentence and detected
that relieving, all-explaining verb on the horizon, than
a subordinate clause would poke its grinning face in between
him and his goal, until at last the wanderer would arrive
at the end of the sentence, exhausted, aged and broken.
A glint of joy and triumph in his eye, the old sage would
cry, 'I have it! I have got hold of the verb, and now I know
what the whole damned sentence means!/ Then he would
find that he had long ago forgotten the beginning of the
sentence, the beginning which he had first known in the
days of his youth, when the grass was green and his sweet-
heart was still alive.
There are said to have been students of German who
in between two lucid intervals would imagine themselves